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COMMUNITY REACTS TO RACIAL VANDALISM 
BY GLYNN WASHINGTON 
Student reaction to racial epitaphs 
scrawled on the door of clinic advisor 
Lance Jones has been immediate and 
varied. S ome expre ssed simple 
bemusement to the incident. Said 
Racquel deFonseca, "I'm not surprised 
at the sentiments expressed - but I was 
surprised that someone took the time to �t on the wall." �thers were more pointed in their 
'-.r � .. -�, 
) MicHIGAN No. 7 
lN "U.S. NEws" 
· '') 
'"',·��: RANKING 
"" . 
,::-,:;):'After slipping in the rankings the 
.. :1;1i:si few years, Michigan Law School 
..;,Bi(1ved up this year in the annual U.S. 
�ws & World Report survey of the best 
law schools in the nation. In its March 
16 issue the magazine ranked Michigan 
seventh in the nation out of 177 accred­
ited law schools. 
Yale came away with top honors 
followed in turn by Harvard, Stanford, 
Chicago, Columbia, and NYU. 
The survey results, however, were 
tempered with a few areas of concern. 
In the area of placement Michigan 
ranked fifteenth in the nation with 92% 
of the 1995 class employed six months 
after graduation. Likewise in the area 
of faculty resources, Michigan was 
again below its average rank, at tenth 
in the nation. 
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reaction. Timothy Vandenburg replied, 
''For as many smart people as their are 
around here - I wonder who could be 
so stupid." 
A group of 40 - 50 students met to 
discuss possible reactions to the inci­
dent. Anthony Miles (lL) who chaired 
one of the meetings insisted that, "Fun­
damentally, this is all of our responsi­
bility." He said that this type of behav­
ior follows from the racial and gender 
climate at the school. His group plans 
to approach the Law School with two 
main proposals to help alleviate the cur­
rent antagonistic situation: ( 1) Institu­
tionalize Doris McCree's position. (2) 
Institute a standing committee to serve 
as a body committed to resolving ra­
cial and sexual harassment issues. 
"Bottom line is that we feel the 
administration and the faculty has a re­
sponsibly to face race and gender con­
flict and that currently there is no one 
addressing these issues." 
JESSUp TEAM HEAds TO INTERNATIONALS 
In early February, 
Michigan won the 
Nor·tb Central re­
gional tournament 
of the Jessup Inter· 
national Law Moot 
Court Competition. 
They will be one of 
8 teams to represent 
the U.S. in the inter­
national tourna-
ment. 
Value Centered Management to Rein 1n 
More Dollars for the Law School 
BY MICHAEL SACHS 
RG Staff Reporter 
More financial aid. An increase in 
the faculty. A new legal writing pro­
gram. A hold on the amount of tuition. 
All of the above may sound like 
something Michigan law students can 
wish for when blowing out candles on 
a birthday cake. However, they may 
all become reality if a major change in 
the way the university conducts its fi­
nances goes through this summer. 
VCM, or Value-Centered Manage­
ment, will represent an unprecedented 
shift in the financial relationship be­
tween the many departments, schools, 
and colleges that make up the Univer­
sity of Michigan. It could also mean 
more money and more flexibility for the 
law school. 
Here's how it would work: in the 
past, students have paid their tuition to 
the University, and the University has 
then allocated a certain amount of Gen­
eral Funds to the law school, which in­
cludes tuition and state dollars. In this 
system, the University has played the 
role of a father, doling out "allowances" 
Please See VCM, p. 2 
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VCM 
continued from p. 1 
to one of its "children," the Law School. 
control the education process. 
VCM, while probably a boon for 
the Law School because of the hefty 
tuition checks that it would receive ev­
ery year, might be a little dangerous for 
non-professional schools and depart­
ments such as Political Science, History, 
or Music. These schools can't exist sim­
ply on tuition checks. So they will have 
ply teach their own math and history 
and biology classes with "hired gun" 
professors, keep the undergraduate stu­
dents under the veil of the medical 
school, and collect more tuition? If that 
happens, would these pre-med students 
be receiving sub-standard education in 
the humanities because of budgetary 
management? 
Next year, however, law students 
would pay their money directly to the 
Law School. The Law School would 
be more responsible for upkeep func­
tions like heat, water, and electricity and 
would have to shell out a certain amount 
of the tuition dollars to the University. 
However, because it would be given 
more control over its own budget, the 
law school would also be rewarded for 
its entrepreneurial efforts by keeping the 
money it could make from fund-raisers 
and teaching night or summer classes 
instead of having to toss that money to 
the University. 
U of M Law School Uses of Funds 
General Administration [$1.9 
M] 
The analogy for this model could 
be the grown-up son or daughter who 
is still living at home with Mom and 
Dad, but who decides to pay "rent" in 
order to still live in their room and get 
all the benefits that they've received 
over the years. 
Assistant to the Dean Raburn 
Howland is looking forward to the 
change in budgetary philosophy by the 
University, stressing that it will give the 
Law School more flexibility and also 
adding that schools such as Cornell, In­
diana, and USC have already switched 
over to a VCM-type system. 
But, he adds, there are forces that 
are lined up against a change to VCM. 
Howland says that it's not any particu­
lar school or department that's opposed, 
Information Technology [$.5 M) 
Alunmi Relations and' 
Development [$1.2 M} 
Student Services 
)$1.1 M] 
Grants and Special Programs 
)$1.4MI 
Journals and Other Publications 
)S.6M] 
Library [$3.6 M] 
\ 
to either 1) receive more state funding 
than they have now or 2) their budgets 
will have to be cut. 
Also, there are still many questions 
to be answered about VCM. For ex­
ample, what happens to tuition checks 
VALUE CENTEREdMANAGEMENT, WHILE pRObAbly A bOON 
FOR THE LAW SCHOOL . . .  MIGHT bE A LITTLE dANGER-
OUS FOR NON-pROFESSIONAl SCHOOLS ANd dEpARTMENTS 
SUCH AS PoliTICAL SCIENCE, HISTORY, OR MUSIC. THESE 
SCHOOLS CAN'T EXIST SIMply ON TUITION CHECkS. 
but rather faculty and administrators 
who are happy with the status quo. 
They believe that the University has 
become one of the top colleges in 
America based on the current financial 
system and they don't see any need for 
a change- or they're afraid of what 
such a change might bring. Howland 
also says that the opponents of VCM 
don't want to see the budget process 
for undergraduate students who have al­
ready been accepted to the medical 
school but who actually take their 
classes in other departments and col­
leges? Do their tuition checks go to the 
medical school or, say, the Biology De­
partment? 
And, if their tuition checks are al­
located to the Biology Department, 
might not the medical school then sim-
Research Faculty Activities 
(professors' salaries) [$8.8 MJ 
Visiting and Adjunct Faculty I$ 
.8M) 
All of those questions have yet to 
be answered. 
However, Howland stresses that 
these would be problems for the other 
parts of the University, but not for the 
Law School. He's very excited about 
the changes in store for the Law School, 
and says that the school may be able to 
increase the financial aid packages that 
it already offers, add to the number of 
professors and staff, and possibly put a 
hold on tuition for a number of years. 
This is all speculative, of course. 
With the selection of top university of­
ficials forthcoming later this year, the 
effort to change to VCM could get 
stalled. Also, a university couldn't go 
through a financial change of this mag­
nitude and also be able to predict ex­
actly what will happen. 
However, if Howland and others 
are correct, present and future Michi­
gan law students have much to be ex­
cited about with the dawn of VCM. 
Ft YING Co toRs 
A SToRy oF RuLEs 
by Anonymous 
Ody (short for Odysseus) had been 
making wings for three years. Bright­
eyed, he'd graduated from Ale with a 
degree in Mythology and a minor in 
wing-making, and decided to move to 
West Bleachfield, a suburb ofWmgCity, 
center of the Wing industry. He would 
make wings while trying to sell some 
of his myths. 
But after long, tedious days test­
ing wings, Ody found himself unin­
spired to write. He tried to liven up the 
job by testing the wings in new ways, 
but each time he stepped out of line he 
was severely reprimanded. Finally, he 
flew too high while testing a special new 
year-2000 wing model, the Flying Col­
ors, and fell down when the sun melted 
the wax of the wings, destroying the 
model and his own chances for success 
in the Wing industry. 
The problem, Ody decided, was 
trying to follow other people's rules. 
Why not get in on making them? Look­
ing at The Bulletin describing Rule 
School in nearby Harborland, Ody 
noted some descriptions: "cheerful 
friendliness" ... "small enough for stu­
dents to be known by name by faculty 
and administration" ... "encourages in­
dependence and diversity of thought" 
... "avoids a single model of training" 
... The Rule School's underground li­
brary, called Hades, was one of the best­
equipped in the country. All in all, it 
looked like just the ticket for Ody to 
"expand [his] analytic and intellectual 
horizons." Besides which, Helen was 
going there. A former Miss WingCity 
from the suburb of Troy, she had been 
the inspiration for some of Ody's best 
myths. 
It was in Ownership class that Ody 
received his first inkling that Rule 
School would not be the quick route to 
Olympus that he'd envisioned. 
"Let's try a simple acquisition-by­
find rule-of-capture first-in-time prob­
lem. Finder discovers wings abandoned 
by Prior Possessor and belonging to 
Owner and flies them up to the sun. 
Who gets to keep the wings?" It was 
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the renowned Professor Zeus, intoning 
from the heights of his pedestal. 
Hands shot into the air like rifles. 
Ody kept his down - the answer was 
obvious; he'd save his input for more 
challenging inquiries. 
"Odysseus." It was a command. 
"It depends on how high Finder 
flies. If he goes too high, the wax will 
bum and no one gets them." 
"Apparently some of us are shame­
fully unaware of the Rules !"  Zeus 
thundered. He then bestowed a fatherly 
smile on his favorite, Helen, in the first 
row. "Helen, enlighten us." 
Helen looked pityingly at Ody. 
"Finder keeps abandoned property. Or, 
using the Smart Foot formula and er­
gonomic analysis from your tome, Zeus 
on Ownership: The Final Word from the 
that's what you want, then what you 
have to do is get into the Labyrinth." 
"The Labyrinth- what's that?" 
"It's where the future Rulers are 
trained. These are the chosen people, 
the school leaders. They're widely 
sought after by all the best Rule Houses. 
No one can get a Pantheon office with­
out making it through the Labyrinth." 
The next day, Ody knocked at the 
offices of the Labyrinth staff, buried 
deep in Hades. The door was opened 
by Midas, the leader, a third-year stu­
dent with a "10" average on his end-of­
term Measurements. 
"What you heard was exactly right. 
This i s  the one, the only path to 
Olympus. As leader, everything I touch 
turns to gold. I have offers from Hiring 
Rulers all over the country." 
Helen looked pityingly at Ody. "Finder keeps aban­
doned property. Or, using the Smart Foot formula and 
ergonomic analysis from your tome, Zeus on Owner­
ship: The Final Word from the Locker Room, posses­
sion is nine-tenths of the rule." 
Locker Room, possession is nine-tenths 
of the rule." 
"Exactly! Helen, please come to 
my office at the Pantheon this afternoon 
to discuss writing up your interpreta­
tion of my interpretation of the Smart 
Foot interpretation." 
The Pantheon! It was a hallowed 
region in which twelve deities inscribed 
their tomes and reigned over the 
S chool. These included Zeus (of 
course), Zeus's secretary (the beauti­
ful blond Venus), and Hera, who 
swooped down from her chambers ev­
ery now and then to teach the acclaimed 
Goddess Theory Seminar. And now 
Helen had an invitation. Ody knew that 
unless he somehow found his way there 
as well, he had lost her forever. 
He confided his woes to his friend 
Athena, who worked behind the 
counter at Royal Ambrosia. Her pierc­
ing black eyes flashed and her scrag­
gly red hair bristled against her shape­
less apron as she handed him his lo­
octane lo-fat Ambrosia. "If you're sure 
"Where do I sign up?" 
Midas laughed scornfully. "It's not 
that simple. For starters, you need at 
least an 8.5, preferably a 9 average. If 
you don't make that cut, though, some 
lucky fakers can get on by writing an 
effective piece that convinces us that the 
Measurement was taken on a bad day." 
Ody crammed hard. On Measure­
ment Day, he arrived at the Locker 
Room with trepidation. He knew that 
if he focused on the beautiful Helen, any 
feats were possible. But he found it dif­
ficult to concentrate, and later when he 
joined the crowd peering at the Mea­
surement postings, he found to his dis­
may that he had scored a "7 ," a Mea­
surement only slightly above average, 
far below what he needed for Labyrinth. 
Looking through the crowd, he saw 
Midas smugly noting down another 
"10." And next to Midas was Helen in 
her cashmere cardigan with pearl but-
Please See Flying Colors, p. 5 
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.... � fall Semester Grade Curves 
CoMPILED BY MIKE MuczYNSKI 
RG Assistant Editor 
Special thanks to the registrar's office 
for providing the RG with raw data for 
this table. 
# [ourse 
518-1 Ciuil Procedure I 
518-2 Clull Procedure I 
518-3 Ciuil Procedure I 
518-4 Clull Procedure I 
518-5 Ciuil Procedure I 
528-1 Contracts 
528-2 Contracts 
528-3 Contracts 
528-4 Contracts 
528-5 Contracts 
538-1 Criminal law 
538-2 Criminal law 
548-1 Con law 
548-2 Con law 
548-3 Con law 
568-1 Propert11 
588-1 Torts 
588-2 Torts 
588-3 Torts 
681-1 Administratlue law 
614-1 Bus. Plan. for Close111 Held Corp. 
622-1 Comm. Econ. Deu. law 
623-1 Com. Trans. 
623-2 Com. Trans. 
631-1 Con law/Am leg Proc 
633-1 Cop11riqht 
639-1 Crim Appellate Practice 
648-1 Race Pouertu C> Crim Justice 
643-1 Crim Procedure: Bail 
645-1 Crim. Procedure Suruey 
658-1 European Comm. law 
657-1 Enterprise Orqanizatlon 
661-1 Pollution Policu 
662-1 law &> Medicine 
664-1 litigation Under European law 
669-1 Euldence 
675-1 Federal Antitrust 
675-2 Federal Antitrust 
679-1 Federal Enu. law I 
683-1 Fourteenth Amendment 
687-1 Immigration C> Nationality 
689-1 lnt'l Organization 
692-1 International law 
693-1 Jurisdiction 
693-2 Jurisdiction 
695-1 International Trade 
699-1 labor law 
718-1 leqal Prof I Ethics 
718-2 leoal Prof I Ethics 
726-1 Partnership TaM 
743-1 Securities Regulation 
747-1 TaKation I 
747-2 TaKation I 
755-1 Trusts C> Estates I 
757-1 Trusts &> Estates II 
766-1 Pol. C> Econ. Trans. of Post Com. E. Eu 
788-1 SeHualitll C> The law 
788-1 Current Issues in Japanese law 
792-1 Soorts law 
Overall Average 3.30 
lLAverage 3.22 
2 & 3LAverage 3.34 
Overall Median 3.25 
High: Criminal Appellate Practice Ginsberg 
Low: Torts Feldman 
Professor R+ R R- 8+ 8 8- [+ [ [- 0+ 
Reed 1 7 15 24 19 8 5 2 1 
[ooper 1 4 8 13 18 3 2 2 8 
Friedman 1 9 13 27 21 9 5 2 8 
S11uerud 3 12 7 28 25 7 6 8 8 
[oooer 1 2 5 12 12 2 4 8 8 
Soper 8 6 7 14 9 6 4 8 8 
Poole!l 1 4 6 11 9 4 8 2 8 
Frier 1 4 7 13 11 4 3 8 8 
St. Antoine 2 9 13 26 22 9 4 2 1 
Soper 1 1 6 12 16 2 1 8 8 
Westen 2 18 15 24 21 18 4 1 8 
Chambers 1 8 15 28 24 7 7 8 8 
Sandalow 8 8 11 27 28 11 2 5 2 
Friedman 1 18 15 26 22 6 7 8 8 
Hills 8 9 14 24 17 9 5 8 8 
Heller 2 18 11 38 23 6 5 2 1 
Eisenberq 1 9 15 23 24 7 6 1 8 
Clark: 8 6 9 12 12 4 1 8 8 
Feldman 1 3 5 13 12 4 4 3 1 
Payton 1 5 7 9 5 8 8 8 8 
Moscow 8 8 7 6 5 8 1 8 8 
Lehman 1 4 4 7 3 4 1 8 8 
S. Harris 1 3 4 9 7 3 2 1 8 
J.J.White 1 5 7 16 13 5 2 2 1 
Reoan 1 18 9 9 6 8 8 8 8 
Morris 6 19 16 15 5 6 8 8 4 4 
Ginsberq 8 5 3 2 8 8 8 8 8 8 
Steuenson 2 3 9 21 9 1 8 8 8 8 
Israel 3 6 18 28 16 18 6 2 8 1 
Gross 1 13 19 32 17 18 9 2 8 8 
Dehousse 1 1 3 7 7 8 8 8 8 8 
Uininq 8 16 17 31 12 7 8 8 8 8 
Krier 1 5 9 21 15 3 2 8 8 1 
Schwartz 6 5 3 5 7 1 8 8 8 
Hilf 1 1 8 1 1 8 8 8 8 
Lempert 3 18 12 31 15 8 3 2 1 
Kauper 2 9 17 38 25 7 7 2 8 
Hammer 1 4 7 18 8 6 2 4 8 
Uan Putten 1 3 3 9 18 4 2 8 8 
Whitman 2 9 12 26 28 11 6 2 1 
Gzesh 8 27 28 18 15 7 3 1 8 
Rluarez 1 3 2 1 3 1 8 8 8 
R1uarez 8 4 2 6 5 1 8 1 8 
Reimann 1 18 21 38 28 13 3 3 8 
Trimble 8 8 15 14 14 5 8 3 2 
Jaclc:son 2 8 11 6 9 1 1 1 8 1 
St. Antoine 3 7 16 31 24 11 5 2 8 
R. Harris 1 3 5 8 8 4 5 8 8 
R. Harris 2 16 12 24 17 6 5 8 8 
Kahn 1 3 1 4 1 2 8 8 8 
FDH 1 6 6 9 13 9 8 8 8 
Luque 8 9 17 27 17 7 3 3 8 
Kahn 8 13 18 35 25 2 1 1 1 
Waqqoner 2 8 14 27 24 8 6 2 8 
Wa_gg_oner 2 2 5 6 8 8 8 1 8 
Moraucilc: 2 6 7 6 3 8 8 8 8 
Ettelbriclc: 3 8 15 28 3 13 4 6 8 
Higuchi 1 4 6 13 18 6 3 8 8 
Poo1eu 1 5 6 17 13 6 1 5 8 
D 
.... • 
3.77 [Avg.] 
3.07 [Avg.] 
Total Rue GPA 
82 3.28 
44 3.28 
87 3.22 
88 3.26 
38 3.18 
47 3.19 
38 3.28 
43 3.25 
88 3.22 
39 3.23 
87 3.27 
82 3.23 
86 3.13 
87 3.26 
78 3.25 
98 3.23 
86 3.24 
44 3.32 
46 3.87 
27 3.51 
19 3.32 
24 3.35 
38 3.22 
53 3.15 
35 3.58 
76 3.35 
18 3.77 
45 3.48 
74 3.16 
183 3.25 
19 3.34 
91 3.58 
57 3.26 
27 3.68 
4 3.65 
85 3.28 
99 3.24 
42 3.14 
32 3.28 
89 3.19 
83 3.47 
11 3.52 
19 3.31 
189 3.24 
61 3.26 
48 3.41 
99 3.23 
34 3.16 
82 3.35 
13 3.38 
44 3.26 
83 3.26 
88 3.31 
91 3.22 
16 3.56 
24 3.64 
72 3.22 
43 3.22 
56 3.88 
Flying Colors 
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tons. 
He returned to Ambrosia and found 
Athena behind the counter. "What do I 
do now?" 
She handed him his hi-octane lo­
fat Ambrosia. "Why don't you do some 
writing for the 'Res Controversa'? It's 
no Labyrinth, but you'll have fun and 
maybe impress Helen with your sense 
of humor." 
As usual, Athena had the answer. 
If Ody came up with a ground-break­
ing concept, he could win acclaim 
among classmates and professors alike. 
After all, unlike the Labyrinth, people 
actually read the Controversa. And 
what better topic than an expose of the 
Measurement process? This was some­
thing about which everyone wondered: 
some said that Zeus and Hera and the 
other deities handled Measurements 
themselves; others speculated that such 
tasks were delegated. 
Ody discovered the truth by acci­
dent. He was waiting in the office in 
which Zeus met with his lesser students, 
just a few levels above Hades. The 
beautiful Venus sat behind the desk in 
the outer office, ignoring the waiting 
Ody. Suddenly, a thundering roar came 
from the hidden sanctum. "Venus! 
Bring me some nectar!" 
Venus poured a glassful and van­
ished behind the inner door. After a few 
minutes, the rustling sounds from 
within evidencing an extended stay, 
Ody began to prowl the room. A half­
open drawer was an invitation. Peer­
ing inside, he saw ... a Measurement 
device! Could it be? It must be ... Ve­
nus was in charge of Rule School Mea­
surements! 
The Controversa came out the fol­
lowing week, featuring Ody's expose. 
Strutting down the halls of the Rule 
School, Ody waited for acclamation, 
pats on the back, and invitations to 
Olympus. But few came. 
"You've sold out the School with 
your scurrilous lies!" Midas hissed. 
Helen, accompanying him, delicately 
averted her gaze, as if association with 
Ody would imperil her own Olympian 
The Res Gestae • March 18, 1996 • page 5 
quest. But the worst was yet to come. 
Slowly but surely, word began to filter 
down to Ody that Hera was enraged. 
And the very next day, Hera called Ody 
to her pedestal after class. 
"You've treated Venus like an ob­
ject. You've suggested that she, a God­
dess, is useful only for providing boys 
such as yourself the Measure of their 
Worth. Obviously you have learned 
nothing from my Seminar. You are a 
disgrace. Begone!" 
Ody retreated to - as usual -
Ambrosia. Ordering a hi-octane, hi-fat 
Ambrosia Royale, he complained bit­
terly to Athena about the injustice of it 
all. Unsurprised, she told him to pull it 
together. 
"You fly too close to the sun, you 
get burned. Why don't you go back to 
what you know- writing myths." 
So Ody did. He found that he could 
avoid Zeus' and Hera's classes and still 
Measure 7s or 8s. He stayed home and 
wrote myths, which he showed to no 
one but Athena. But he found that when 
the Hiring Rulers from the Rule Houses 
came to the Rule 
submitted as writing samples, and we 
think your kind of daredevil leaps of 
faith are exactly what we need in judg­
ment halls. After all, Rules are made to 
be bent. What we need is fantasy, told 
with conviction. Forget about Black 
Letters; we need Flying Colors. Are you 
on board?" 
Capturing the lo-octane, lo-fat soy 
Ambrosia that Athena slid him across 
the counter, Ody finished his tale. "And 
I never did figure out how they got 
ahold of the myths!" 
"Oh, that's easy. I slipped them to 
Neptune." 
"But how would you know Nep­
tune?'' 
"I used to be a partner at Crevice, 
Swoon. Before I gave up the Rules and 
came to work here." 
Ody was amazed. "You mean you 
have a degree from the School? Then 
why don't you want to make Rules?" 
Athena smiled. "I'd rather make 
Ambrosia," she said. 
School, he had very 
little to speak about 
with them. He 
couldn't work up 
much enthusiasm 
for the Rules. And 
they didn't seem to 
"'EdNEsdAy NIGHT: 
care about wing-
making. He was at 
a loss. Midas, 
Helen, and all his 
classmates were 
accepting offers 
that would set them 
on the path to 
Olympus, while he 
seemed doomed to 
toil forever, work­
ing on myths no 
one would see. 
Suddenly the 
phone rang. "This 
is Neptune, Hiring 
Ruler for Crevice, 
Swoon. We've 
read the myths you 
LIVE MUSIC & 
HALF .... PRICEd 
DRINks 
SATURDAY, MARCH 23: 
L.A. Blues Harmonica Great 
WILLIAM CLARK 
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the school year by students of the University of 
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editorial staff. Articles may be reprinted with­
out permission, provided that the author and the 
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the Res Gestae pendaflex located on the third 
floor of Hutchins Hall across from the faculty 
mailroom. All sublnissions must be on a 3.5" 
disk. Macintosh format is preferrable but ffiM 
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in the interest of space. 
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The Res Gestae 
The University of Michigan Law School 
Hutchins Hall 
Ann Arbor, MI 48109 
Phone: (313) 998-7976 
rg@ulnich.edu, 
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When racist statements were scrawled on the wall outside Lance Jones' of­
fice it not only violated "the norms of our community" as Dean Lehman stated, 
but it also shamed us all. Anonymous, it could have been any of us. Abjectly 
absent of either reason or responsibility the only name to which it became at­
tached was unfortunately the person it attacked. This type of action is not one 
which can be claimed to be misunderstood. It is an act of hate. It is long overdue 
that issues of racism and sexism come to the forefront of our discussions. The 
breeding ground for hatred lies in ignorance and silence. The cure is candor, 
education and freedom of expression. When topics become taboo, misconcep­
tions are never voiced, and therefore never cured. In a truly free and open press, 
if we do not believe that reason will prevail, then we do not believe in ourselves. 
The RG has recently felt the backlash of controversial topics. Because the 
writers of Res Ipsa Loquitur found certain statements offensive, they are attempt-
A FREE pRESS ANd THE CAUSE OF CIVIL RIGHTS 
ARE NOT MUTUA L ly EXCLUSIVE, THEY ARE syN­
ERGISTIC. . [ I ] F WE do NOT bELIEVE THAT 
REASON WIL l  pREVAIL ,  THEN WE do NOT bELIEVE 
IN OURSELVES 
ing to end the RG's ability to publish. While they should receive kudos for their 
tenacity and perseverance, their chosen solution is unfortunately lacking. An 
open forum for all ideas will ultimately benefit the cause of equality. We must 
rely on the better judgement in us to separate out right from wrong, not a board of 
censors imposing their values. A free press and the cause of civil rights are not 
mutually exclusive, they are synergistic. The Res Ipsa writers do not realize that 
if equality comes at the cost of dismantling all other rights, their rights will not be 
equal to much. Nevertheless, they, disagree and have taken steps to further their 
chosen solution. 
In December Dean Eklund sent a letter to the RG stating there were discre­
tionary funds available "should [the RG] require them". The RG responded by 
sending a detailed budget showing our $819.44 shortfall. A small group of stu­
dents then spoke to the Dean regarding the funding of the RG. On February 12 a 
letter was sent by Dean Eklund's secretary stating in two brief sentences the RG 
would not receive any additional funding. These tactics appear to have had an 
effect. Dean Eklund, under time constraints, did not respond to a request for an 
explanation. 
The largest type face in the Res Ipsa was reserved for the saying "Silence is 
Complicity". It is both amusing and frightening that they can be so short sighted 
PI k th £ b I . ff D 
and hypocritical as to want to shut down any outlet of expression. In their twisted 
ease mar e orm e ow and drop It o at ean . . . . . 
Lehman's Mailbo If il t ill all self stated "utopia" an article which mocked any "mfluenttal female professor" x. you are s en , we w soon 
be silent. Thank You. would not be allowed to be published. They want to impose their values of politi-
r D - Leh - - - - - - - - - -, cally correct speech upon the entire law school community. We are not children, 
I D
ean 
I 
man, 
d b  th . 
1 and it is OUR OWN CHOICE as to what we will or will not read. In supporting 
am concerne y e apparent sexism . 
I and racism at the Law School. 1 a free press, we support all our nghts. 
I Q I value the RG as an accessible forum I 
1 of free speech. 1 
1 0 I urge you to ask Dean Eklund to re- I 
I 
consider allocation of $819.44 to the 
I RG. 
I Signed: I 
L-------------.J 
Write to us: rg@umich.edu 
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L e tt e r s  t o  th e f d it o r 
To the Editor: 
I just finished reading the most re­
cent issue of the Res Gestae. I was 
pleased to read Jonathan Brennan's elo­
quent and well-reasoned response to the 
attitudes of certain members of our 
"community," who have, as per usual, 
gone out of their way to protect our 
"community" without asking our "com­
munity" if it needed to be protected. I 
fully support your refusal simply to re­
move the offending material from your 
magazine, for I believe that access to 
forums of free expression is an increas­
ingly rare and valuable commodity in 
the Law School. 
I agree with Mr. Brennan that the 
attitudes expressed by this group are 
dangerous to the health of this institu­
tion. The brittle, arch-conservative tone 
espoused by a small, but extremely vo­
cal sliver of our "community" exerts an 
influence on us that is seems rather dis­
proportionate to their numbers. Their 
behavior numbs public diversity of 
thought and tends to shroud the great 
richness of ideas and viewpoints that we 
in the Law School could otherwise have 
at our disposal. 
I think that those members of our 
"community" who oppose your maga­
zine should recognize the unwritten, but 
logically necessary duty that is implied 
in any regime of free expression. If they 
value their own right to speak freely 
(and apparently they do, for they littered 
our environment with their thoughts), 
then they must recognize that holders 
of such a right owe to other holders of 
that same right the duty of tolerance. 
This means tolerating others' views 
even when they are unpleasant, or in­
sulting, or even painful. This duty is 
necessary because a citizen's right to 
speak is useless if other citizens can 
stifle him. I myself generally find one 
or a few bits of your magazine that 
bother me in some way; it is, or has 
been, at least, provocative by nature. 
But I have never considered seeking 
any sort of formal recourse. This is be­
cause I believe that we have only two 
modes of response to offensive speech 
that are reasonably consistent with this 
duty of tolerance. First, we can respond 
to "bad" speech with "good" speech­
and that does not include calls for de­
struction of the offending speaker. Sec­
ond, and I think even more reasonably, 
we can simply ignore speech with 
which we disagree. 
Chris Sagers (3L) 
Dear Editor, 
I read your editorial with some in­
terest when I received Res Gestae in 
the mail a few days ago. Several 
months ago I too was astonished when 
people were upset about Dicta's edito­
rials and wouldn't respond. Though 
people called me at home and wrote 
letters, they wanted to address their 
complaints to me personally instead of 
writing an opinion piece or a letter to 
the editor. 
This saddened me as well. While 
I continually encourage people to write 
or reply to what they like or don't like 
about Dicta, only now have I received 
letters. 
I guess the sad part is that I changed 
my policy so that all letters would be 
published. So, even though, those who 
wrote letters to me this time expressed 
their wish to not be published, or if so 
to print in the entirety, I printed all of 
them. Criticism or disagreement is fme. 
I just wish people would express their 
opinions in the available forum instead 
of attacking me personally or asking me 
to stop [publishing]. 
Good luck. Newspapers are a won­
derful thing. 
Jessica Gadsden 
Editor-in-Chief 
Dicta, The Cornell Law School 
Student Newspaper 
DUE TO liMITEd FUNdS 
THE RG ONly pRINTS OUT 
5 50 COpiES. PlEASE 
SHARE ANd bE SURE TO 
pASS ON A copy AFTER 
you'VE REAd IT. Tt-IANkS. 
Web Page Forthcoming: 
http:/ /www.law.umich.edu/pubs/rg/index.htm 
SUMMER Joss IN THE LAw LmRARY for University of Michigan law 
or library science students. Reference Desk Assistants, Phone Page 
Document Service, Research Assistants. Apply in the Law Li­
brary, Rm. S-180, 8-12 and 1-5 p.m. Mon.-Fri. Submit resume 
with application. Apply early; applications accepted until all po­
sitions are filled. 
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Commentary: Proposal for New Center for the 
Legal Equality of Women 
The following are excerpts from a pro­
posal to be submitted to the Dean by a 
group of concerned students. For a 
copy of the full proposal please con­
tact Amy Chasanov or attend the March 
22 meeting in room 250. 
Many Michigan Law School stu­
dents are concerned about the school's 
current ability to effectively serve its 
female student body and the school's 
approach to the study of women's le­
gal issues. While our initial cause for 
concern is the closing of the Women 
and the Law Clinic, this issue perme­
ates the overall law school environment 
and reaches a number of other specific 
areas, including substantive course of­
ferings, the treatment of women's is­
sues in standard classes, and the num­
ber of female faculty. . . . If you are 
interested in participating in this effort, 
contact Amy Chasanov or attend our 
meeting on Thursday, March 22 in 
room 250 . . . . 
THE PROBLEM 
There is infrequent and inadequate 
coverage of feminist perspectives 
throughout Michigan's curriculum, es­
pecially addressing issues affecting 
women of color. Because of the small 
proportion of women faculty, women's 
issues are poorly represented in course 
offerings, and are not addressed ad­
equately in the content of core courses 
such as criminal and constitutional law. 
Moreover, the ability to translate femi­
nist legal theories into effective litiga­
tion strategies is an uncommon and 
unique skill that students interested in 
promoting substantive equality need. 
Just twenty years ago, the Univer­
sity of Michigan hired its first female 
professors. Since that time, the percent­
age of women in the student body has 
steadily grown to 43 percent; however, 
the current number of female full pro­
fessors is only five (less than 13 per­
cent of all full professors). In a_ddition, 
female students lack opportunities for 
mentoring by women faculty. Recently 
the law school was ranked one of the 
least supportive places in the country 
for women to study law, earning a rank-
ing of 136 out of 168 law schools. 
(Shanie Latham, "Is Law School Still 
A Man's World?", The National Jurist 
(October/November 1995)) This rank­
ing was done prior to the abandonment 
of the [Women and the Law] clinic. This 
information suggests that Michigan's 
ability to attract women now and in the 
future may be hampered. . .. 
THE SOLUTION 
To ensure that feminist jurispru­
dence is given a stable, high priority in 
the law school, and that the legal com­
munity adequately addresses the needs 
of women in the community, we pro­
pose the establishment of a comprehen­
sive, permanent center for feminist ju­
risprudence-the Michigan Center for 
the Legal Equality of Women. The 
Center's mission will be to improve and 
enhance the status and role of women 
in society by focusing on the advance­
ment of women's legal rights. The Cen­
ter will target those who need assistance 
the most-women of color, women of 
limited economic resources, and lesbian 
and bisexual women. Through coordi­
nation with the law school, the Univer-
sity, local attorneys, and community 
programs, the Center will commit to is­
sues affecting women through impact 
litigation and legislative advocacy, and 
educational programs. The Center's 
work will encompass a number of ar­
eas including sexual harassment and dis­
crimination, welfare reform, day care, 
health, reproductive rights, prisoner's 
rights and domestic violence. Students 
will have opportunities to conduct in­
terdisciplinary research in law and re­
lated areas. The Center will be a posi­
tive resource for the community, pro­
viding community workshops, continu­
ing education, seminars, and policy con­
sulting. . .. 
BENEFITS OF THE CENTER FOR THE 
LEGAL EQUALITY oF WoMEN 
For the law school, a nationally­
renowned center for women's legal eq­
uity will provide a multitude of benefits. 
First, it will be a powerful recruitment 
tool, attracting promising prospective 
students and faculty to the law school 
and increasing the school's reputation 
among other premier law schools. 
Women and individuals interested in 
pursuing public interest careers will un­
doubtedly appreciate the benefits such 
a center will offer. Second, the school 
will receive the benefit of favorable 
publicity. Increased involvement with 
women in the community who need le­
gal redress and local lawyers will boost 
the law school's visibility and support 
in the community and the entire state. 
Third, the law center will attract in­
creased financial support from both pri­
vate and corporate sponsorship. 
For law students, the Center will 
increase practical opportunities and pro­
mote interaction with students from 
other disciplines, faculty, and local prac­
ticing attorneys. Direct involvement 
with clients while litigating actual cases 
is the best means for students to develop 
their practical legal skills and to learn 
about professional responsibility. This, 
in tum, encourages students to make 
ethical and social commitments to their 
community .... 
For faculty members, the Center 
will provide increased opportunities to 
work side-by-side with students and 
with members of the practicing legal 
community. Faculty-driven advocacy 
through research, writing, and sympo­
sia will improve the quality of the Cen­
ter, and faculty, in tum, will benefit from 
the enhanced resources available to 
them . ... 
Probably the most significant con­
tribution of the women's law center will 
be to help women in the local area and 
the state who desperately need but can­
not afford the justice that quality legal 
services provide. As a publicly�sup­
ported institution, the University of 
Michigan has a duty to give back to the 
communities that support it with their 
tax dollars. As programs in Michigan 
and across the country are faced with 
decreasing financial resources and dif­
ficult funding decisions, many women 
are likely to fall between the cracks. 
Inequities will go unchallenged, and the 
rights of indigent women are likely to 
go unprotected. ,� 
�  
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THERE ARE OVER 500,379 
REASONS TO TRUST BAR/BRI 
2 8 YEARS EXPERIENCE 
46 JURISDICTIONS 
3 0 5 LECTURERS 
THE 
POWER OF 
EXPERIENCE'M 
1-800-245-EXAM 
BAR REVIEW 
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ho"b's donught shop: part i 
by jason frank 
Bob's donut shop, on a chilled 
Francisco night. "Cd's - Candles -
Cards" from the neon sign across the 
road, flashes its reds and blues through 
the window, over the ornament of past­
ries displayed. I got a taste of glazed in 
my mouth and coffee steam in my nose. 
God damn, I'll tell ya, it's great to be 
alive. 
A donut shop might be the last 
piece of Americana around. All it takes 
is a quarter or a dime and you're in, 
you're part of the game, you're a cus­
tomer like everyone else. Homeless, 
cab driver, suburb family, old, black, 
asian, studying CPA. They're all here 
at Bob's. They all order the old fash­
ioned way. They all know it by name. 
It's the little details you never seem 
to notice. Like the "Positively No 
Re strooms" sign etched by the 
backroom entrance. Or the pinball 
machine in the corner that no person 
under 18 is allowed to play. Doesn't 
look like much fun any way. Doesn't 
have any flippers. 
Oh what am I, bakery poet, tale 
teller, philosophic hack. No, I'm just 
another friggen' lawyer, waiting to un­
leash my another friggen' lawyer skills 
on another friggen' world. But on 
nights like this I remember, when I was 
going to be something more . . .  when it 
didn't seem so far away. Can you feel 
it? Right there. Man its like a breeze, 
up your spine, giving you a taste for just 
a second of the way it was going to be. 
I close my eyes to try to make it last, 
but I can feel it leave me, rushing out 
of my body just as quickly as it came. 
The faces of friends back at school flash 
into mind and I wonder, do they feel it, 
can we look at each other and know, 
will we one day stand up to slam our 
fists at the heavens and scream "We 
Were Supposed to Be Gods ! We were 
Supposed to be Gods ! ! !" The words 
fall silent as they leave reluctant lips. 
"We were supposed to be gods." 
Dammit, we were. 
"Probably be protested by agnos­
tics." 
I smirk. The moments gone. I'm 
glad. It was giving me a head-ache. 
* * *  
"Are you going to eat that donut?" 
It takes me a moment to realize that 
the voice comes from an actual person. 
I look up and see an old man sitting next 
to me, pointing his cigar at my old fash­
ioned glazed. 
"Not this second." I answer, as I 
move it to my side. 
"Good." The old man leans back, 
takes a puff of his cigar, and squints his 
eyes just a little bit more then they were 
squinted before. "We all live two lives." 
Now normally I would give this 
guy some forced smile as I tell Esther 
behind the counter to get the crazy man 
away, but tonight I am bored, and lis­
tening to old people ramble is always 
entertaining. So I play along, "Yes sir, 
we live two lives." 
The old man turns his attention to 
my sarcastic expression. He stares at 
me for a moment and then gives me a 
grin, causing like 7 million wrinkles to 
form on his face. His voice has the 
roughness of a smoker, with the low 
volume of tired lungs. "Kid, the old 
aren't so crazy. The world just becomes 
too crazy to listen. Besides, if we were 
crazy, we would like your music." 
Esther scoops out a bucket of 
grease from the frier and pours it in the 
sink. I realize with the amount of do­
nuts I have eaten tonight she might as 
well pour it down my throat. The old 
man leans forward and taps me on the 
knee. "I'll prove it to you. Tell me your 
purpose, the reason you were put on this 
Earth?" 
I rack my brain for a quick punch­
line, but in a way I have been giving 
that question some thought. It was no 
accident I was out here in San Fran­
cisco. I was sort of running away. You 
see, I got in a little trouble back at my 
school in Ann Arbor, where a story I 
wrote in this law school newspaper 
started a kind of protest against it. 
Problem was I just thought I was writ­
ing a fun little thing that would make 
people laugh, but man when they told 
me what I had actually written, well I 
knew it was time to close up my lap­
top and get the hell away; at least be­
fore word got out to future employers 
and job offers started being retracted. 
"Sir, I think I was put on this Earth 
to piss people off. I swear, I can try to 
be careful, but the second I open my 
mouth, bam, they're holdin' candle­
light vigils. 
"Maybe you shouldn't open your 
mouth so much." 
"Well, then I couldn't breath." 
"Use your nose." 
I laugh. The couple at the comer 
give me a strange stare. The old man 
continues. 
"Now tell me, what's your love?" 
"Whoa, you're not going to go 
weird on me old man, are you?" 
The old man ignores. "I told you, 
every person lives two lives. One life 
you live for your purpose. The other 
life you live for your love. So tell me, 
what's your love." 
"Sir, I don't think I have a love." I 
say with a patronizing grin. 
I watch the old man grow impatient 
as he leans back on his little red stool. 
"Well that's too bad because its a good 
life. For me that life's name was Gracie. 
Eat your donut." He puts his cigar back 
in his mouth and turns to walk away. 
With slow wobbly steps he heads for 
the door. He has ended the conversa­
tion. 
"Crazy old man" I think to myself 
as I look at the donut by my side. I bring 
it to my mouth prepared to eat but for 
some reason I don't take a bite. I'm 
not full. The donut's always tasty. It 
just, I don't know, doesn't seem right. I 
watch the old man make his way toward 
the exit as I hold the donut at my mouth. 
I put it down. The old man stops and 
turns. 
"Seven weeks ago I turned 100." 
His voice has a new rhythm, his face a 
new light. He stands there with a meek 
posture, his feet unmoving, holding his 
cigar by his waist. "In honor of my 
birthday my favorite restaurant gave me 
100% off my meal. Of course, all I 
could eat was soup." He takes a puff of 
his cigar. "Next year I'll order the en­
tire menu. I figure they'll owe me one 
percent." He takes a puff again. "I stole 
that joke from Jack Benny. But when 
you have lived as long as I have no one's 
around to complain." 
Suddenly, the glasses, the tuxedo, 
the face, it all clicks. I fall from my 
stool. "Oh my God. You're George 
Burns !" 
"Now who's crazy?" He looks 
down at me on the ground and smiles, 
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squinting his eyes and smoking his ci­
gar. 
I stutter in bewilderment, "But, but, 
you're dead!" 
"Then you're talking to a ghost, so 
you should probably keep your voice 
down" He motions to the room-full of 
people watching me speak to empty air. 
I get up, slowly brush myself off, and 
carefully sit back on my stool. The 
heads in the room tum back to their 
donuts and their non-other worldly con­
versations. Mr. George Bums takes a 
seat by my side. I bring a cup of coffee 
to my mouth so no one can see my lips. 
Nervously, I begin to speak. 
"Why are you here Mr. Bums?" 
the Circus Maximus Showroom at the 
Caesers Palace Hotel." 
An old memory rekindles in my 
mind. "I know. I remember watching 
this special when you turned 92, think­
ing how neat it would be." 
"You all did kid. The whole coun­
try. It was the most touching thing of 
my life. I stayed alive for all of you. 
You wanted to see it so bad. You wanted 
to believe it was possible. I didn't want 
to let you down." 
"And you did it. You were so cool. 
You lived till you were 100 years old." 
"But I didn't perform at the 
Caesers. You could sort of say it was 
my purpose." George smears his cigar 
THE old MAN LEANS FORWARd ANd TApS ME 
ON THE kNEE . "TE L l  ME YOUR puRpOSE, THE 
REASON you WERE pUT ON THIS EARTH?" 
"SIR, I THINk I WAS pUT ON THIS EARTH TO 
p i SS pEOp lE OFF . I SWEAR, I CAN TRY TO bE 
CAREFUL ,  bUT THE SECONd I OpEN M Y  M OUTH, 
bAM ,  THEy'RE HOld i N' CANd lE- LIGHT VIG i ls . "  
"Because I'm in your donut." 
I look down at my old fashioned 
glazed, sitting there so innocently on the 
counter. ''Uh huh. I see. Well, that 
doesn't make it very appetizing." 
"Oh no. I'm sure it's delicious." 
"Uh huh. Urn. Why are you in my 
donut Mr. Bums?" 
''Because that's where you go when 
you die." 
"Uh huh. Well. That makes sense." 
"Don't worry kid. We don't all 
become pastries. Like I said, we all live 
two lives. If you finish living both of 
your lives then you get a choice to live 
the one you liked best. If you don't fin­
ish one of your two lives, then you end 
up here, at Bob's." 
"In my donut." 
"In a donut." 
"Ok. I have a plane flight to Vegas 
tomorrow morning and urn security gets 
kind of jumpy when you know, like a 
crazy person gets on board, so I'm go­
ing to go back to my friend's house and 
sleep and tomorrow morning when I 
wake up I'll be sane and on a diet." 
George Bums looks forward at the 
cigar smoke blowing in the air. "I was 
supposed to do a show in Las Vegas. 
On my 100th birthday. They sold out 
slowly in the ash tray. "Damn flu I 
caught at Sinatra's. I knew that man 
would be the death of me." 
In a blur, I shake my head, as it 
once again strikes me how very not 
normal this situation is. "Ok urn, Mr. 
Burns. George. I can't accept the fact 
that you're stuck here in my donut." 
"Oh, I'm not stuck there, kid. Soon 
the donut will grow stale and crumble. 
Maybe it will be thrown in the trash for 
some birds to fly down and eat. I would 
rather you would eat it though. But no 
matter what, sooner or later that donut 
will be gone and I will no longer ex­
ist." 
"Whoa, whoa, whoa!" I make the 
safe signal with my arms. "You're tell­
ing me that because you didn't perform 
some stupid show at the Caesers, you're 
no longer going to exist?" 
"I didn't finish one of my lives kid, 
so I don't get to choose between the 
two." 
For a moment I forget about the 
absurdity and ask a simple question. 
"Which life would you have chosen?" 
"Gracie." 
I can live a thousand years, and 
then another thousand more, but I will 
never hear a word spoken the way 
George whispered the word "Gracie." 
It has to be the most musical pairing of 
syllables in the history of human lan­
guage. And behind those glasses, eyes 
at once so happy and so sad, as I stare 
at the face of a ghost, of a legend, Mr. 
George Bums. 
"Eat the donut kid." 
I stand. "I am not going to eat the 
donut!" The room stares at me again 
until I finally sit back at my seat. "Lis­
ten, we can get around this, I mean these 
are the stupidest rules I have ever 
heard." 
George looks at me fondly. "Eat 
the donut." 
My mind spins out of control. "Lis­
ten. I'm going to Vegas, right. And 
your in the donut. So all we have to do 
is get in the Circus Maximus room, put 
the donut on stage, and fill the entire 
room with people." 
George seems amused. "Listen to 
yourself kid. Just eat the donut." 
"We'll call it performance art or 
something. And stop saying that. Eat 
the donut. Eat the donut. You're driv­
ing me crazy!" 
"Are you all right?" The voice 
comes from Matt, the studying CPA, 
who's apartment I happen to be staying 
at and who I can only imagine is at a 
complete loss in trying to figure out why 
his old high school friend is talking to 
an empty stool. Empty stool? Mr. 
George Burns disappeared! I look un­
der the stool. I look around the room. 
And then I look down at my old fash­
ioned glazed, still sitting there on that 
white counter-top. I tum to Matt. 
"I'm fine. Listen, I'm going to go 
back to your place and sleep. You'll 
wake me up tomorrow and drive me to 
the airport?" Matt nods. "Good, I ' ll be 
on the living room couch." 
And with that, I carefully pick up 
my old fashioned glazed and hold it out 
in front. Carefully, I leave the exit of 
Bob's Donut Shop, into that chilled 
Francisco night. And I trudge up the 
hill to my friend's apartment, and I lie 
down on their big orange couch, and I 
put the donut by the table beside me, 
and slowly I fall asleep. 
* * * 
Stay tuned for Bob's Donut Shop: Part 
II. In the next issue of the RG. (Un­
less, of course, we lose more funding, 
in which case you can call me at home 
and I'll tell you what happens.) 
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D R .  G :  
It was 3:00 a.m. and she sounded 
desperate. 
"It's time you took responsibility 
for your actions !"  
"Yes." I must have said before 
hanging up the phone. 
Five minutes later, there was a 
pounding on my door. 
Furious, I grabbed my gun and went 
to teach someone a lesson. But when I 
threw open the door - the only thing I 
saw was a car speeding away. Just as I 
was about to go back up to bed, some­
thing caught my eye. 
'Twas a basket. 
D e li ghted that someone had 
brought me some munchies, I grabbed 
it and threw it down on the kitchen table 
and went and tried to find a plate. Alas, 
when I opened up the package, mouth 
watering in anticipation .. . what did I 
see? 
A bouncing baby boy. 
Delirious with happiness, I checked 
the rest of the basket only to find sev­
eral diapers, a jumpsuit, and a large 
bottle of still warm freshly-squeezed 
mother 's milk. 
I held the little lad aloft. 
"It's Baby G ! "  I screamed to the 
world. 
I knew I didn't have time to waste. 
There was a great big world out there 
and I had to be sure my son had an ad­
equate education. 
Despite the hour, we broke into the 
zoo, where I explained in great detail 
the migratory patterns of some the cap­
tured waterfowl, and explicated upon 
the harem social structures of the gray­
backed gorilla. 
He seemed to get what I was driv­
ing at, for he listened with rapt atten­
tion as I tried to relate all that I had dis­
covered from father to son. 
I 'd  always had a fantasy about go­
ing out for a drink with my boy - so off 
we went to the nearest pub. I brought 
his bottle along, and ordered up a shot 
of whiskey. I won't lie and say that I 
didn' t  have a taste or two of the milk, 
and that my son didn' t  have whiskey 
dribbling down his chin before it was 
all over . . . but we were having the 
time of our lives regardless. 
With my son being Black and all, I 
thought it best that I get him out to the 
basketball court as soon as possible so 
he didn't have to disappoint anyone 
later in life. The ball pretty much 
bounced off his forehead, but I think he 
got a good feel for the rhythm of the 
game. 
We went to the library and I read 
him stories. He especially liked Stowe's 
Uncle Tom's Cabin, but started spitting 
up all over my suit during The Biogra­
phy of Clarence Thomas. 
Then I took him to the Law School 
and showed him around. "Now Baby 
G," I said sternly pointing to one of the 
offices. "When you grow up to be a 
Dr. G yourself, always remember that 
you can joke about anything else, never 
joke about her or "they' ll" cut your 
funding and give you the Jason Frank 
treatment." 
Baby G cried and try as I might, I 
couldn' t  console him. 
We returned home, just as some­
one pulled into my driveway. She 
rushed out, and grabbed Baby G from 
my arms. 
"Sorry," she said, "I didn't realize 
that that bastard subleased the place." 
She drove off in a cloud of dust, 
and as the tears rolled down my cheeks, 
I drew some comfort from the knowl­
edge that Baby G would always take a 
little of me with him 
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